The world by which my eyes sight rather than what one may suppose is far from buoyant.
We bray our prospects, bray virtues, bray law... all combine to make order,
yet what runs these things is simply crime, rebellion, unrest;
one foreseeing grace, no matter if they themselves abide by the despotic commandments of virtue, are indeed criminals for which they so aspire not to become.

O Lord! take me to Hell and not your despotic heavens you so preach of!
Say I will just of how cruel your heavens are, how you have yet to incinerate my vice, and by no means, ever will I even consider your thunders to be the least bit frightful.
My pen may be no sword yet it so seems to violate your spirits, and lead you to punish your apostates in such a manner not a parent would do upon their offspring.
You see yet wist not ever of consideration of what actions you do by subverting free minds and straying them far from the depths of logic.

Do what you will... have within thou unprincipled tempers and caprice which shalt you abide by.
Nature shuns the pious men that reside upon its grass.
Misfortune of this frightful world will only befall upon them if such thinking is permitted in their consciousness.
The man who lives by his vice will be the one who triumphs above the virtuous through such means one, who is righteous, could only wish to rival.



